io	BEYOND HORIZONS
A close friend of Father's was Mr. Dunlop, president of a rail-
road out West. He lived in Chicago and became a widower about
the time my mother died. During Mr. Dunlop's extended stays in
the West, he was accustomed to leave his daughter Mabel with us
in charge of our English governess, and she thus became almost a
member of the family. When Mabel Dunlop grew up she married
Slavko Grouitch, a diplomat, who is now Jugoslav minister to the
Court of St. James.
After my return from the Arctic in 1925, Mme Grouitch con-
tributed some recollections of those Chicago days. She pictures
me as a fragile boy with an almost transparently white skin and
fine blond hair. She says I was highly imaginative, a statement
which, considering my memories of fear, I can scarcely doubt. My
upper room, with its plain iron bed, was almost austere, she says,
but my shelves were full of adventure books. There were maps on
the wall, a globe or two. If so, I have no remembrance of it.
In the library there were some other books about which I have
deferred mention. They were on a low shelf, easily reached by a
boy of twelve, and with their drawings and charts I could entertain
myself for hours. Atlases. Too heavy to hold up like an ordinary
volume, I opened them on the floor and lay on my stomach to pore
over them,
In those coloured maps were white patches marked Unknown or
Unexplored—many more white areas then than there are to-day.
"Why don't people go there?" I wondered. "What can be in
those white places?"
It hardly occurred to me then that I should be one to find out.
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E any well-brought-up child of that period, I called him
Papa. To-day's affectionately irreverent Dad or Pop would
have shocked parents of the last century. Raising children
was a serious business in the eighties and nineties, its foundation
atones being discipline and parental respect.

